THE    HONEYSUCKLE    AND    THE    BEE

which three policemen were standing, one of them being
my original interrogator. It was evident that he had
shrunk from tackling so dangerous a customer as myself
alone, and gone back to the station with his alarming
report to secure reinforcements. "vou'd better come
back with us/' said the senior member, a man with a
heavy Kitchener moustache. I expostulated, protested,
spoke of charges and legal rights, all to no avail; my
depression became worse when I was made to mount the
step of one of the bicycles and take hold of a policeman's
shoulder, for the sharp step almost cut my foot in half
through my thin sole and it was with great difficulty that
I kept myself from groaning. However, we got to the
station and went into the comparative glare of the office.
Nobody of importance seemed to be in charge. My name
and alleged occupation and habitat (there were sneering
smiles and references to "a pretty sort of stoodent" when
I mentioned my college) were taken down; and I was
then informed that I should be looked after in the
morning. An officer took a key and walked down a little
passage to open a cell, while another pointed at a pile of
mattresses standing endways up against a wall and told
me one of them was mine. I stood and stared in my
inexperience, when he exclaimed: "Well, do you think
Pm going to carry it in for you?" I took the hint,
shouldered the heavy thing, carried it to the cell, laid it
on the bed, and was then locked in. "Oh well/' I
thought, as I curled myself up on it, "it's quite warm and
this is as amusing a way of spending a night as any, but I
must say I'm glad I'm not a poor homeless man whom
nobody knows." I had shut my eyes and had almost
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